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the lawn, I came to a temple which a fanciful possessor had
dedicated to his friends. Over the portal was an inscrip-
tion. I raised my sight and read, ' Enter; you have "been
long expected !'

I started, and looked around, but all was silent, I turned
pale, and hesitated to go in. I examined the inscription
again. My courage rallied, and I found myself in a small,
but elegant banqueting house, furnished, but apparently
long disused. I threw myself into a seat at the head of
the table, and, full of a rising superstition, I almost ex-
pected that some of the venerable personages of niy dream
would enter to share my feast. They came not; half an
hour passed away; I rose, and, without premeditation, I
wrote upon the wall, ' If J liave been long expected, I have at
length arrived. Be you also obedient to the call.'

CHAPTER V.

AN hour before sunset, I arrived at Fusina, and beheld, four
or five miles out at sea, the towers and cupolas of Venice
suffused with a rich golden light, and rising out of the
bright blue waters. "Not an exclamation escaped me. I
felt like man who has achieved a great object. I was fall
of calm exultation, but the strange incident of the morning
made me serious and pensive.

As our gondolas glided over the great Lagune, the ex-
citement of the spectacle reanimated me. The buildings
that I had so fondly studied in books and pictures rose up
before me. I knew them all; I required no Cicerone. One
by one, I caught the hooded cupolas of St. Mark, the tall
Campanile red in the sun, the Morescoe Palace of the Doges,
the deadly Bridge of Sighs, and the dark structure to which
it leads. Here my gondola quitted the Lagune, and, turn-